This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=FIsOAAAAYAAJ&ie=ISO-8859-1




A. R. Tarr
KE 3334

TN















DAUL DE Ko

. ! Y 5 IR
R 4 Of 14/:’1\

ceroanro Faodtn ey

VARY NORP I




Pl

o

4

Tt




WOKNS o

- Patr oo}

¥

COATED IN T

b MAYS

..“?



4..

&Wp .(y.u.n.‘vn.\.a. .

€< - et

VER g GO
R Ry

.

Ll
aum..




L CuarLEs PauL DE Kock

+

The Barber of Paris
+

TrANSLATED INTO ENGLISH BY

EDITH MARY NORRIS

The €. T. Wrainard
Publisying Co.

7zt
' \ Boston feo Burk /4
» o




KE 3336

AARVAR,
BOLLEGE |
LIgRARY

COPYRIGRT, 1903, BY

Tux Fzepxrick J. Quinsy Comrany

All rights reserved

LOUIS E. CROSSCUP
Printer
Boston, Mass., U. 8. A.



CONTENTS

VOLUME 1
CHAPTER 1 race

The Barber’s House . . . . . . . . . 1
CHAPTER 1II

The Great Nobleman and the Barber . . . . 14
CHAPTER III

Blanche. A History of Sorcerers ~. . . . . 35
CHAPTER IV

The Chevalier Chaudoreille . . . . . . . 54
CHAPTER V .

The Music Lesson. . . . . . . . . . 74
CHAPTER VI

The Lovers. The Gossips . . . . . . . 87
CHAPTER VII

Intrigues Thicken . . . . . . . . . . 106

CHAPTER VIII
Conversation by the Fireside . . . . . . . 129

CHAPTER IX
The Closet. The Abduction . . . . . . 140



CONTENTS

CHAPTER X
The Little House. A New Game .

CHAPTER XI
The Pont-Neuf. Tabarin.

CHAPTER XII
A Nocturnal Adventure

CHAPTER XIII
The Tete-a-Tete . . . . . .

CHAPTER XIV
Ursule and the Sorcerer of Verberie

CHAPTER XV

Love and Innocence. A Shower of Rain and the

Talisman

CHAPTER XVI
How Will It End .

PAGR

155

177

189

198

218

239

260



CHAPTER 1

Tue Barssr’s Housz

Uron a certain evening in the month of De-
cember, of the year one thousand six hundred and
thirty-two, a man walked at a rapid pace down
the Rue Saint-Honoré and directed his steps to-
wards the Rue Bourdonnais.

The individual appeared to be forty years old
or thereabouts; he was tall as to his figure and
sufficiently good-looking as to his face; the ex-
pression of the latter, however, was rather austere
and at times even melancholy; and in his black
eyes might sometimes be noted an ironical light,
which belied the suspicion of a smile.

This ungenial personage, on the occasion of
which we are writing, was wrapped, one might
almost say disguised, and he looked like one who
would lend his personality to disguise; he was
wrapped, then, in a long brown cloak which only
came down just below his knees, and he wore,
drawn low down over his eyes, a broad-brimmed
hat, which, contrary to the fashion of the day,
was ungarnished by a single feather, but which
effectually protected his face from the rain which
was now beginning to fall very heavily. '

Vol VIT



2 THE BARBER OF PARIS

The Paris of that time was very different from
the Paris of today. The condition of the beautiful
capital was then deplorable; many of the streets
were unpaved, many of them were only partly
paved; heaps of rubbish and filth accumulated
here and there before the houses, obstructing the
course of the water and stopping the openings of
the drains. These waters being without outlet,
overflowed on all sides, forming puddles and filthy
holes which exhaled miasmatic and feetid odors.
Then one might have alluded with truth to —

Paris, city of noise, of mud and of smoke.

The streets were unlighted. People carried lan-
terns, it is true ; but everybody did not have these,
nor were lanterns any defence against the robbers
who existed in very large numbers, committing a
thousand excesses, a thousand disorders, even in
broad daylight, being only too well authorized in
crime by the example of the pages and lackeys
whose habit it was to amuse themselves each night
by insulting the passers-by, abducting the girls,
mocking at the watch, beating the sergeants, break-
ing in the doors of shops, and annoying the peace
of the inhabitants in a multiplicity of ways, ex-
cesses against which parliament had in vain pro-
mulgated statutes, which were incessantly renewed,
and just as incessantly violated with impunity.

The stealing of purses, and even of cloaks, was
then a thing so common that the witnesses of the




CHARLES PAUL DE KOCK 3

robbery contented themselves with laughing at the

nse of the victim, without ever running after
the thief. Murders were committed in broad day-
light on the squares and on the walks, the crimi-
nals insulting their victims as they departed.

There were two kinds of thieves, — cutpurses
and tire-laines. The first nimbly cut the strings of
the purse, which it was then the habit to carry hung
at the belt; the second, approaching from behind,
rudely tore the passer’s cloak from his shoulders.

Vainly from time to time they executed some
of these criminals. These examples seemed to re-
double the audacity of the vagabonds, the insolence
of the pages and lackeys. Justice waxed feeble,
while custom allowed each one to execute it for
himself. Duels were nearly as common as robber-
ies ; it was considered a great honor to have the

wer to boast of having sent many people into
the other world. Indubitably this was not the
golden age, nor the good old times so vaunted by
some poets, so regretted by those gloomy minds
which admire only hoops and farthingales.

We do not pretend to write history, but we have
thought it necessary to recall to the reader the
state of Paris at the time in which our barber lived.
Undoubtedly he has already divined, by the title
alone, that the story is not of our time; for now
we have in Paris many artistes in hairdressing,
many coiffeurs, and many wigmakers, but we have
no longer any barbers.



4 THE BARBER OF PARIS

The individual whose portrait we have just
drawn, having reached a corner of the Rue des
Bourdonnais, stopped before a pretty house on
which was written in big letters, “ Touquet, Barber
and Bathkeeper.” At that time the luxury of signs
was not known, and the streets of Paris did not
offer to the consideration of loiterers a character
from Greek or Roman history at the front of each
grocer’s or haberdasher’s shop. The portrait of
Mary Stuart did not invite one to go in and buy
an ell of calico; nor did Absalom, hung by the
nape, indicate to one that he was passing a hair-
dresser’s parlors. We have made great progress in
such matters.

The man who had stopped before the barber’s
house would have had, no doubt, much trouble in
reading what was written on the front of the shop,
which was shut; for the night was dark, and, as
we have already said, there were no street lamps to
aid those who ventured to be out in the evening
in the capital. However, he seized the knocker of
the smaller door, which served as an entrance, and
gave a double knock without hesitating, and as one
who was not afraid of making a mistake; in fact,
it was the barber himself. In a few moments
heavy steps were heard, and a light shone against
the lattice-work above the door, which opened, and
an old woman appeared, holding a candle in her
hand. She nodded, saying, —

“Good God, my dear master! you have had
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horrible weather. You must be very wet. I have
been praying to my patron saint that nothing
should happen to you. Oh, if one only had a se-
cret for preserving one’s self from the rain! I'm
very sure there are some people who can command
the elements.”

The barber made no answer, but passed toward
a passage which led to a lower room in which there
was a big fire. On entering the apartment he be-
gan by removing his cloak and hat, from which
latter escaped a mass of black hair which fell in
ringlets on his collar ; he unfastened a large dag-
ger from his belt, it being then the custom not to
venture out without being armed. Touquet hung
the dagger over the mantelpiece, then threw him-
self into a wicker armchair and placed himself be-
fore the fire.

While her master rested, the old servant came
and went about the room ; she placed the table
beside the barber’s armchair, drew from a buffet a
pewter cup, some plates, a cover. She placed on
the table tankards containing wine or brandy, and
some dishes of meat which she had prepared for
the supper.

 Has anyone been here during my absence? ”
said the barber, after a moment.

“Yes, monsieur; first, some pages, to know the
news and adventures of the neighborhood, to talk
evil about everybody, and to mock at the poor
women who were weak enough to listen to them.
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Oh, the young men of today are wicked. How
they boasted of their conquests! Some bachelors
came to be shaved, then the little dandy who'’s
delighted to wear powder, protesting that soon
everybody will wear it. Perhaps they’ll powder
the hair likewise ; still, that may preserve it from
something worse. Ah, I forgot; and that big,
noisy and insolent lout who, because he has a satin

doublet and a velvet mantle, a hat adorned with:

a fine plume, and beautiful silver points, believes
that he has the right to play the master over
everything.”

« Ah, you're speaking about Monbart?”

“Yes, of that same. He made a great shout-
ing when he found you were not here. He said
that since monsieur is rich he neglects his busi-
ness.”

“ Why should he meddle with it?”

 That’s just what I thought, monsieur. M. le
Chevalier Chaudoreille also came. He fought a
duel yesterday in the little Pré-aux-Clercs and
killed his adversary, and he had still another duel
for this evening. Blessed Holy Virgin! that men
should kill each other like that, and often for some
mere trifle.”

“Let them fight as much as they please ; it’s
of little importance ; it’s not my business. Did
anybody else come?”

« Oh, the gentleman who is so droll that he
makes me laugh, and whom I have sometimes
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scen play in the farces which everybody runs to
see at his theatre in the Hotel de Bourgogne, —
M. Henry Legrand.” :
“Why don’t you say Turlupin?” J
«Well, Turlupin, since that’s the name they
give him at the theatre, and by which he’s also
known in the city. He does not make one mel-
ancholy. He came with that other who plays
with him, and acts, they say, the old men, and
delivers the prologues which precede the pieces.”
“That’s Gautier-Garguille?”
¢ Yes, monsieur, that’s his name. He wanted
to be shaved, bathed and have his hair dressed ;
but as you were not here, one of them played the
barber and shaved his comrade; then the other
took the comb and soapball and rendered him
the same service. I wished at first to prevent
them, but they wouldn’t listen to me; if they
didn’t make me sit in the shop and talk downright
nonsense about scent and soap. Some people who
in passing had recognized Turlupin and his com-
panion stopped before the shop; presently the
crowd grew dense, and when they wanted to leave
they could not find a way through ; but you know
Turlupin is never embarrassed, and, having use-
lessly begged the curious to let them pass, he went
into the back shop and brought a bucketful of
water, which he emptied entirely upon the crowd.
Then you can imagine, monsieur, the excitement,
the shouts of everybody. Turlupin and Gautier-
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Garguille profited by the confusion to make their

escape.”

“ And Blanche,” said the barber, who appeared
to listen impatiently to old Marguerite’s story, —
“I hope that she was not downstairs when these
merry-andrews attracted such a crowd about my
house.”

“ No, monsieur, no ; you know very well that
Mademoiselle Blanche seldom comes down to the
shop, and never when there is anybody there.
Today, as you were away, she did not leave her
room, as you had advised her.”

“That’s well ; that’s very well,” said the bar-
ber.
Then he drew near the fire, supporting one of
his elbows on the table,and appeared to fall again
into reflection without listening to the chatter of
his servant, which continued as if her master were
paying the greatest attention to her.

“ Mademoiselle Blanche is a charming girl ; oh,
yes, she is a charming child, — pretty, very pretty.
I defy all your court ladies to have more beautiful
eyes, or a fresher mouth, or whiter teeth; and
such beautiful hair, black as jet and falling below
her knees. And with all that, so sweet, so frank,
without the least idea of coquetry. Ah, she is can-
dor, innocence, itself. Of course, she’s not yet six-
teen years old; but there are many young girls at
that age who already listen to lovers. What a pity
if such a treasure as that should fall into the claws
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of a demon! But we shall save her from that.
Yes, yes ; I'm sure of it. I shall do all that’s nec-
essary for that, for it's not enough to watch over
a young girl; the devil is so malicious, and all
these bachelors, these students, these pages, are so '
enterprising, without counting the young noble-
men, who make no scruple of abducting young
girls and women, and for all compensation give a
stroke of the sword, or cause to be whipped by
their lackeys those who complain of their treat-
ment. Good Saint Marguente! what a time we
live in] One must allow one’s self to be outraged,
offended, robbed even,— yes, robbed,— for if you
should have taken your man in the act, if you
demand justice, they will ask you if you yourself
were a witness to it. If you say no, they will dis-
miss the guilty person, and if you say yes, they
will first find out if you have the means of pay-
ing the expenses of the law, in which case you may
have the pleasure of seeing the thief flogged be-
fore your door, and that will cost you a heap.
But if it i3 someone with a title who has offended
you, it’s necessary for you to be silent about it,
- unless you wish to finish your days at the Bastile
or at the Chitelet.” '

Marguerite was silent for some minutes, await-
ing a response from her master. Receiving none,
she presumed that he tacitly approved of all she
was saying, and resumed her discourse.

“ Finally, they pretend that it’'s always been
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thus. They hang the little ones, the bigger ones
save themselves, and the biggest mock at every-
one. One’s ill advised to go to law now that the.
advocates and the attorneys drag a lawsuit along
for five or six years, rccelvmg money from all
hands, so as to maintain their wives and their
daughters in luxury, playing the Jew to ruin their
poor clients. As to the sergeants, they run all
over to find criminals; but if they arrest some
thieves, they let them go very quickly, for fear
that the latter will give them some money. Poor

, - city | Don’t we hear a frightful noise every night?

And still we’re in the best neighborhood. And
that does not prevent them from committing van-
dalisms, robberies, murders. There are shouts, a
clash of arms ; what is the use of provosts, sheriffs,
sergeants, archers, if the police do so badly? It's
- not the merchants I pity ; they’ll give themselves
to the devil for a sou; they sell their goods for
four times more than they cost; to draw custom-
ers, they allow every passer-by to go into their
shops, leaving them at leisure to chat with their
women, to take them by the chin, to talk soft
nonsense, to make love to their face, —all that to
sell a collar, some rouge, a dozen of needles. It’s
a shame to see everything that goes on amongst
us. If I go to market to get my provisions, I'm
surrounded by thieves who amuse themselves by
stealing from the buyers and the sellers; they
rummage in the creels and baskets, then they sing
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in my ears indecent and obscene songs. Good
Saint Marguerite! where are we in all this? The
scholars, more debauched than ever, insulting, pil-
laging, doing a thousand wickednesses ; the young
men of family who haunt the gambling-dens, the
drinking-houses, always armed with daggers or
swords. Ah, my dear master, Satan has taken
possession of our poor city and will make us his
Prey.” .

Marguerite stopped anew and listened. The
barber still kept the deepest silence, but he was
not asleep. Several times he had passed his right
hand over his forchead and pushed back his curls.
For those who love to talk, it is much the same
whether they are listened to or believe themselves
to be listened to. The old servant was enjoying
herself; she did not often find so good an oppor-
tunity to talk, and she began again after a short

use : —

“Thanks to Heaven, I am in a good house,
and I can say with pride that, during the eight
years that I have lived with monsieur, nothing
has passed contrary to decency and good manners.
I remember very well that when they said to me,
cight years ago, ¢ Marguerite, M. Touquet, the
barber-bathkeeper of the Rue des Bourdonnais, is
looking for a servant for his house,’ I considered
it twice. I beg your pardon, monsieur; for bath-
keepers’ houses and lodging-houses don’t have a
very good reputation. But they said to me, ‘M,
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Touquet is in easy circumstances now ; he doesn’t
take lodgers; he is contented to exercise his call-
ing in the morning, and for the rest he hardly
ever sces anybody at his house, where he is care-
fully educating a little girl whom he’s adopted.’
My faith | that decided me, and I've not had cause
to repent my decision. If there come in the morn-
ing to the shop a crowd of men of all profes-
sions, not one of them penetrates to the interior
of the house. Monsieur does his business honor-
ably,I am proud to say ; and that which I admire
above all is the interest which he bears for the
orphan he has taken under his care, for I believe
that monsieur has told me that she is an orphan.
Yes, monsieur has told me so. She surely merits
all that anyone can do for her, that dear Blanche
but I believe I have not told monsieur by what
means I preserve her from the snares that wait
for innocence. O, it’s a secret, it’s a marvellous
secret, which I shall confide to monsieur. The
neighbor opposite the silk merchant told me how
to make it; it is a little skin of vellum, on which
some words are written; then one signs it, and
it becomes a talisman to prevent all misfortunes.
Queen Catherine de Médicis had a similar one
which she wore always; the talisman which I have
given to Mademoiselle Blanche, very far from at-
tracting evil spirits, should make them fly from a
place and prevent the effect of all sorceries which
anyone could employ to triumph over her virtue,
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Dh, the precious talisman, monsieur! Alas! if
I had had one eight years ago ! — But you don’t
sup, monsieur ; haven’t you any appetite?

Touquet rose abruptly and went to look at a
wooden timepiece which stood at the end of the
room.

“Nine o’clock,” said the barber impatiently ;
“ nine o’clock, and he has not come.”

“Why, are you waiting for someone, mon-
sieur?” said the old servant in surprise.

“Yes; I'm waiting for a friend. Put another
drinking-cup on the table ; he will sup with me.”

“] very much doubt whether he will come,”
said Marguerite, while executing her master’s or-
ders; “it’s late and the weather is frightful; one
must be very bold to risk himself in the streets at
this hour.”

At this moment somebody knocked violently
at the door of the passageway, and the barber,
smiling to himself, cried,—

“Jtis hel”




CHAPTER II

THE GREAT NOBLEMAN AND THE BARBER

ON hearing the knock old Marguerite started

affrightedly and looked at her master, as she fal-
—

 Must we open the door at this time of night,
monsieur?”

“ Of course, haven’t I told you already that I
was waiting for a friend ? ** replied the barber, put-
ting some more wood on the fire, ““ go to the door
at once.”

The old servant was very fearful ; she stood and
hesitated ; but a single look from her master de-
cided her; she took a lamp-and directed her steps
towards the corridor which opened into the pas-
sageway of the house. Marguerite was sixty-eight
years old ; work and the weight of years had long
since bent her body and deprived her limbs of
their natural agility ; she could only walk slowly,
and the high heels of her large slippers made a
uniform flapping noise which the poor old hand-
maid could not prevent and of which she was,
indeed, unconscious.

The good woman had shuffled as far as the mid-
dle of the passageway, when another knock, louder

7%




[ CHARLES PAUL DE KOCK 15

than the first one, shook all the windows of the '
house.

“ Ah, mon Dieu | said Marguerite ; “he’s ina
great hurry. Which of my master’s friends would
allow himself to knock in that manner? There
are some panes broken, I’m sure. Can it be Chau-
doreille? Oh, no; he only gives a very soft little
knock, Turlupin? Of course not; I should hear
him ging in the street. Besides, he’s not my mas-
ter’s friend. Ah, I'm very curious to know who
it can be.”

Despite her curiosity Marguerite did not ad-
vance more quickly. However, she arrived at the
door, and, having mentally recommended herself
to her dear patron saint, she decided to open it.

A man wrapped in a large cloak which he held
against his face, his head covered with a hat orna-
mented on the edge with white feathers, and drawn
well down over his eyes, so that no one could see
them, appeared at the end of the passageway, and
asked in a loud voice if this was Barber Touquet’s
house. '

“ Yes, monsieur,” said Marguerite, trying, but
in vain, to discover the features of the person be-
fore her. “Yes, thisis it; and it’s you, no doubt,
for whom my master’s waiting.”

“In that case conduct me to him,” said the
stranger.

. Marguerite closed the door and bade the un-
known follow her. While guiding him along the



16 THE BARBER OF PARIS.

passageway and the long corridor which they had
to traverse, she turned often and held her lamp
to the stranger, under the pretence of lighting
him, but in fact to try to see something by which
she could recognize the person whom she had
introduced into the house. Her efforts were in
vain. The stranger walked with his head down,
holding his cloak against his face. Marguerite was
reduced to examining his boots, which were white,
#ith turned-over mushroom-shaped tops, and gar-
nished with spurs. This seemed to indicate a re-
fined dress; but many men then wore similar
ones, and this part of his dress could not help
Marguerite in her conjectures. They reached the
lower room, and the stranger entered with a light
step, while the servant said to her master, —

“ Here’s the person who knocked. I do not
know if it is the friend you were waiting for, I
was not able to see him.”

The barber did not allow Marguerite time to
finish her phrase. He ran toward the stranger and
made him come to the fire, saying to him,— .

“Thou hastarrived at last, then. I feared that
the night, that the bad weather — But place thy-
self here; we will sup together.”

“ Good,” said the servant to herself; “in order
for him to sup it will be necessary for him to re-
move his mantle, and I shall at last be able to see
his face. I don’t know why, but I have the great-
est curiosity to know this man, If it is one of my
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master’s friends, it must be that he has come here
very rarely. I did not recognize his voice; his
height is ordinary, — rather tall than short; he
should be young. Yes, he’s not a scholar; how-
ever, I bet he’s a pretty fellow; by his walk I
judge him to be a military man. We shall see if
I’'m mistaken.”

The old maid did not take her eyes from the
stranger, who had thrown himself on a chair, and
made no sign that he wished to relieve himself of
his cloak and hat, both of which were drenched
with rain,

“ If monsieur desires it,” said Marguerite, ap-
proaching the stranger’s chair, I will relieve him
of his cloak, which is all wet; and I can dry it
while he is supping.”

“JIt is unnecessary,” said the barber, putting
himself precipitately between the old woman and
the stranger, who had not stirred ; “ we have no
need of your services. Leave us, and go to rest;
I will shut the street door myself when my friend
leaves.”

Marguerite seemed petrified on receiving this
order. She looked at her master, and was about
to allow herself to indulg® in some observations ;
but the barber fixed his eyes upon her, and Mas-
ter Touquet’s eyes had at times an expression
which compelled obedience.

“ Leave us,” said he again to his servant; “and
above all, do not come down again.”

Vol. VII
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Marguerite was silent. She took her lamp,
bowed to her master and turned to leave the room,
+ throwing a last glance on the man of the mantle,
who remained motionless before the fire and whose
features she could not sece. She was obliged to go
to bed without being able to base her conjectures
on facts, without knowing if she had rightly di-
vined the age, the condition, the face of the un-
known. What a punishment for the old maid!
But her master pointed with his finger to the door
of the room, and Marguerite went at once.

As soon as the old servant had departed, and
when the sound of her steps was no longer heard,
the stranger burst into & shout of laughter and
threw his hat and his cloak far from him. Then
one perceived a man of thirty-six years or there-
abouts ; his features were fine, noble and spirituel,
His brown mustache was lightly outlined above
his mouth, which in smiling disclosed very beau-
tiful teeth. His expressive eyes, in turn tender,
proud and passionate, denoted one who was in the
habit of expressing all his sentiments; but the dis-
gust, the weariness, which were depicted also on
the pale and worn features of the stranger seemed
to indicate that, having once indulged his passion,
it was only with an effort that he could bring him-
sclf to experience it again.

His costume was rich and tasteful ; the color of
his doublet was a light blue; silver and silk were
blended on the velvet which formed the founda-
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tion; superb lace bordered. the collar which fell
on his shoulders; a large white belt surrounded
his figure, and a sword ornamented with precious
stones glittered at his side.

Since the departure of his servant the barber had
changed his tone toward the stranger. Respect,
humility, had replaced the familiarity which Tou-
quet had affected in Marguerite’s presence.

“Deign to excuse me, monsieur le marquis,”
said he, bowing profoundly to his guest, «if I per-
mitted myself to be too familiar, with my thee-ing
and thou-ing; but it was only according to your
orders, the better to deceive my servant and pre-
vent her from having any suspicions as to your
rank.”

“That’s all right, my dear Touquet,” said the
marquis, displaying himself before the fire; «I
assure you I had the greatest trouble to maintain
my gravity before the poor woman, who did not
know by what ruse she could see my face, which
would not have been a very great matter, for it
is hardly presumable that she would have known
me.’.

“ No, monseigneur, she does not know you; I
think so at least, for M. le Marquis de Villebelle
has made so much talk about himself with his gal-
lantry, his conquests, his feats of arms. His name
has become so famous, his adventures have made
so much noise, that the lowest classes of society
know him,— the bugbear of fathers, of tutors, of
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husbands, of lovers even; for monseigneur knows
no rival. Your name is spoken with terror by all
the men, and makes all the women sigh, some with
hope and the others in remembrance ; besides, as
monsieur le marquis sought pleasure wherever he
found beauty, since he sometimes stooped to the
humble middle classes, and has deigned to honor
with his regards some pretty shop girl or simple
villager, it would not be impossible that my old
Marguerite might have served with some house
where monsieur le marquis had left souvenirs. It
was, therefore, much better that she should not see
monseigneur when he came to my house incog-
nito.”

“Yes, certainly ; I wish to remain unknown; it
is necessary now that I should put more mystery
into my love affairs. Be seated, Touquet; I have °
many things to tell you.”

“ Monseigneur —"

“Be seated; I wish it. Here I lay aside my
rank and my grandeur; in you I see the first con-
fidant of my loves, the clever servant of my pas-
sions, the audacious rascal for whom gold excited
the imagination, and who knew no obstacle when
a purse filled with pistoles was the recompense of
his services. You are still the same, I am certain.”

« Ah, monsieur, age makes us more reasonable.
Seventeen years have passed since I had the honor
of serving you for the first time; but since that time
my head is steadier; I have learned to reflect.”
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“ Do you wish to become an honest man? But
it is not more than ten years agb that you were
serving me; you were still a knave then. Does
your conversion date from that epoch ?

 Monsieur le marquis is incessantly joking. He
calls those services knaveries which I rendered to
him because I was so strongly attached to him.”

« Call it what you will, it matters little to me.

It’s not necessary with me, Master Touquet, to -

play the hypocrite, and man of scruples. In fact,
are you disposed to be useful to me? Is your
genius extinguished, and will gold no longer re-
suscitate it?”

“To serve you, monsieur le marquis, I shall be
always the same; you need not doubt my zeal or
my devotion.”

“All in good time. That is all that I ask of
you; be a saint with other people if that pleases
you, but see that I always find you the same to me

as you were formerly.”

Touquet did not answer, but he turned his head
and his features seemed to grow sad. However,
he soon recovered himself and turned smilingly
toward his guest, who was tapping the wall of the
chimney with his feet, and who remained for some
time silent, as if he had forgotten that he was still
at the barber’s. The latter waited with impatience
for the marquis to resume his discourse. At the
end of five minutes the noble scigneur broke the
silence.
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¢« My dear Touquet, when I recall the events of
my life to my memory, I am truly astonished that
I am still in the world. Why, during all this time,
has not the dagger of a jealous husband or father
fallen upon my head? How many men have sworn
to ruin me! And the women, —if all those I have
betrayed had executed their projects of vengeance!
Thanks to Heaven, we are not in Italy or in Spain;
and, while we have among the French some vin-
dictive spirits, who hold rancor toward one who
has betrayed them, the total is small. Inconstancy
is not an unforgivable crime among these ladies,
who deign sometimes to put themselves in our
places and say they would not have done differ-
ently to us.”

¢ Certainly, monseigneur, your life, at least since
I have had the honor to be attached to you, has
been a continued series of very spicy adventures,
and some very dangerous ones. Abductions, se-
ductions, duels, attacks with force, made openly,
— nothing stopped you when you had resolved
upon anything. Could you find any obstacles?
Rich, noble, generous, fortune and nature have
done everything for you, monsieur le marquis.
You have profited by it; you have enjoyed life;
many men have envied you your good fortune.”

“My good fortune! Do you truly imagine that
I have been happy?”

“ And what should have prevented your being
80, monseigneur?”
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“ Nothing ; and that is perhaps why weariness
and disgust have often attacked me in the midst of
the pleasures, the voluptuousness, I have tasted.
Sometimes, without doubt, I have felt happiness,
but it has been so short and has fled so rapidly.
The appearance of beauty has inflamed my senses
and made my heart palpitate. The charming sex,
which I idolize, has always exercised an absolute
empire over me. At the sight of a pretty woman
I love, or at least believe I love; but no sooner
are my desires satisfied than my love expires, and
I am obliged to seck a new object to reanimate
my benumbed senses.”

“ Happily, this capital contains any quantity of
pretty faces; the city and the court afford you
sufficient to vary your pleasures.”

“Sentiment and memory are alike exhausted.
I fear that, having once had force to take fire, my
poor heart has become like those imperfect gun
flints on which the hammer strikes without effect.
I am tired of the intrigues of the court, which are
even easier than the others. Where do you think
I could find something more spicy? There every-
thing is done with etiquette, and everyone is so
polished. We know life too well to get angry at
the least infidelity ; one leaves or one takes with
the most profound obeisances, and this wearies one
to death ; courtiers have nothing new to offer one.
What should I accomplish in Marion de Lorme’s
circle? I should see always the same faces. When



24 THE BARBER OF PARIS

the Cardinal had made her fashionable, I didn’t
find the woman so witty that one would wish to
have anything to do with her. How different
with this young and beautiful Ninon! People will
long speak of her; her name will go down the
centuries. But she has too much wit and too little
love, for me. My heart, cold before its time, needs
to come in contact with a passionate heart in order
to rewarm itself. In the city one does not fare
much better with the women. The little bour-
geoises have become coquettes. Still, if they only
knew how to be cruel; but a name, a figure, arich
cloak, seems to turn their heads. The merchants
know how to rob us, and the grisettes entice us;
and in the midst of all that the husbands are so
kind, so complacent ; they fear us as they would
fire; our titles render them mute; of honor they
are hopeless. If this continues, it will be neces-
sary to make love i la turque; we should only
have then to throw the handkerchief.”

“Then, monsieur le marquis, one always has
the resource of wisdom ; and, since I have not had
the honor of serving you for ten years, without
doubt you have acqun-ed that.”

« My faith, yes; for it’s not necessary to sp&k
of common adventures, which are not worth the
trouble of reciting. I have been in the army; 1
have been in battle ; that afforded me much pleas-
ure, and I would wﬂlmgly have stayed there much
longer ; but peace is made, I have returned, I have
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visited my lands, and have laughed with some lit-
tle peasants who were sufficiently pleasing, but so
awkward, so simple. By the way, I forgot to tell
you; I married.”

“ Married ! What, monseigneur! you?”

“ Undoubtedly ; my marriage was very neces-
sary ; my rank, my place at the court—and then
I was overloaded with debt. That didn’t make
me uneasy ; but they had arranged this marriage ;
the Cardinal, the Queen herself, desired it. I mar-
ried the daughter of the Count of Laroche. My
wife was very good, of very sweet character; she
didn’t trouble herself about my intrigues ; she had
what was necessary to me. I loved her —very
honestly, as one can love his wife; but she died
two years ago and left me no heir, which is in-
tensely disagreeable. I had an idea that I should
love children very much.”

“Then you are a widower, monsieur ? ”’

“Yes ; and I find myself the possessor of a con-
siderable fortune, very well considered at court, in
favor with the Cardinal, and even able to obtain,
should I desire it, the most important employ-
ment.” :

“I conceive, then, that monsieur le marquis
wishes more secrecy in his love affairs.”

“Ah, my poor Touquet, I don’t believe that
ambition will ever have much charm for me, but
nobody knows; and there are some convenances
at the court which one must not break ; besides,
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secrecy lends a charm to the most simple act. But
why have you not enrolled yourself under Hy-
men’s flag? I find that you are more thoughtful,
less cheerful, less lively, than formerly.”

“ No, monsieur le marquis; I am still a bach-
elor.”

 Oh, well, I believe you are better so. In your
position a wife would restrain you, — you who are
so clever, so discreet, in conducting an intrigue.
Women are so curious ; she would want to know
everything, which would be troublesome for you.
Besides, you have never been very gallant; you
care for nothing but gold. It is your god, your
idol; a well-filled purse makes you inventive, ca-
pable of working marvels. It’s true that you play
with it a quarter of an hour afterwards and at dice:
or cards soon increase the fruit of the efforts of
your genius.”

“ Ah, monseigneur!”

“Yes, you are as big a gambler as you are a
knave ; I remember it very well. Perhaps in ten
years you have become wiser; I almost believe
80, for you appear in very easy circumstances, and
this house does not indicate poverty ; this servant,
this supper served for you — The deuce! I must
taste your wine.”

“ Ah, monseigneur, it is not worth offering to
you.”

I always like best that which is not offered to
me.”
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While he was saying these words the marquis
filled one of the cups with wine and swallowed it
at a draught.

¢ Really, it's not so very bad.”

“Ah, monseigneur, if it were on your table —"

“Then I should find it detestable; but what
will you have? Variety is the spice of life. And
you have become rich, then?”

“No, not rich, but well enough off to buy this
house.”

“ What! the house belongs to you?”

“Yes, monsieur le marquis.”

“Deuce take it, Master Touquet, it must be
that you have made some big hauls in order to
become 2 proprietor.”

The barber’s face contracted; his black eye-
brows frowned and almost met; he slowly rolled
his eyes around him, and murmured with an ef-
fort, —

“ Monsieur le marquis, I swear to you —"

“O mon Dieu! I do not ask you to swear,
my poor Touquet,” said the marquis, laughing.
